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8 wou ten Tam tae he had
e-me home bqeume he esed
not bear to stay away from

any longtr.
With., thoughts of the wecome'

h he woild have from Tam-poeeo
to him. He no longer tried

account for the intuition that was
carrying him home, and, his sheets.

blankets in a dindery snart, hi
ed into the positie in which

-ep Gould presently and him, and
little later dreamed that he wa.
old gray goose who bad loot'
mate, and euld set bear to

1i1e any longer, and that he was
olPlaning dowa front the skies
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WHAT THE ERRING I

By Beatrice Fairfax
Ahe o«P..s"e a Idumen Pese h.

s~ saoneer at buf*ht . Iwe
hel up our hands in herre
at the thought of the gtad-

*atorial eentesto of early days. Yet
,a turn our thumbs down wtly

they used to do in the daes of
ahe gladitors Only oue "thumbs
down" signal for more sent
U. meted to those who v fallen

life's ntest-ed might get up
oifnly weld let theme.

g There's sesthing w'eng a
ht'iiisaten that wastes itsaherus something awry- withi a

e of Justis. that weat rest
ted to let past bluederg be

pod out and human beings start
with cleen slates it they aboeW

desire to start ovee ag~ta -esa

Suppose a ma ar beem a 1Mf.
he sems out of Jat with a 4e-

to ge straight, ift he to be
raged and permitted to yees
- or is he to be' disureated
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Pri 'es Mianers het eut'K1 e
as sh' he pea AM 1'M3
Sapartmnt wheb b eto"lesa 'e
was usually woee of as his wltes.
X 'was almoest entiry #or her oem-
vealmee that the ,sst site et
smiaes had bees jeated at M1.
and im the 'eese sf' the wall
!> s ehl aee hadfuam ighgls. bii
tait, had mot besenadesulted. Wer
had Diana given free rmin' to her
own. Her taste ra to estremely
expensive simpliety.
And although the effect of the

apartment was simp14 enough, it
had bees achieved at' a very smal
eipanse. Only the limes and the
toilel'articles bn Diana's dressig-
table stwed that she could be Wm-
travagant.
Franeis Manners had driven di-

rectly from the Grand Central Sta-
tien to hi olub, Is Forty-third
street. Prom' there be had telephoned
trot to his bore In Old Westbury.
Tam had r-ahed an age whm she

delighted to answer the telepheue.
and when he heard her shrill votes
saying: "What is It, plis?" he ba-
gan to tremble all over.
"Who are you?" he asked In a

disguised vo*ee. He heard the re-
celver drop. Ne heaed her cry-
ing: "It's ?assert It's Fassr."
Then Aho heard the cool and quiet

votes of Diana's mother. There was

laughter In It.
"'am is so excted that she can't

speak." she said. 'But where are
you?"

te Penalty
'OMAN HAS TO FACE.
everlastingy and pushed back Into
the criminal course he has come to
losthe?
Suppose a woman bag blundered

from the path of virtue. If she
learns how precious are the Ideals
and standards of women who Ore
stronger or better bretected or
wiser than she, isn't she to be
given a-sham to live by her new
light? must she pay everlastingly
for her tragie weakness?
Suppoe we never tried to set

broken leps. Suppoes we didn't
fortify weak eyes with glasses or
strengthen weak lunge with Glena
air and good food. That would be
lust about as wise as forcing moral
blgaders to become moral dere-
lDte.
The fme that a man or woman
wants -to eoee back to -paths of

ty and to -follow the
rules law and order and de-
emw shows that it hasn't been
hagpy'. to live without the law.
The woman' who struble back
to the path of righteousness is
proving that the 'isasiest way"
wasa't a flowery path. Receiving
her Isn't going to make gils
faecy tt they're free to take
their fling. It's going to show
them that v~ee has little charm
for these who knew her fae.,
The suimer pays. Nature sees

to tht. The normal esurse of
events In a world run on law and
erder bails sees to that. The
mwi sfife work. et best when
played aeesseding to ruses. We
needn't go byoead the law and
nature In trying to wreak ven-
geenrs or fustIce or whatever
name we have for our own pitiless
cruelty.

Every Appy 1TheSLoves to Ride
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LER'S
SAGE

he spm -ibmsere

m..

A soee from the forthcom
finds Ogden

"In New York. Is Diana there?"
Something told him that Diana

was not there, nor de would now be
audible in the family group at the
other end of the telephone.

FOR LOV
EVA made every possible excuse

for Philip-perhaps he felt
shy with her * * * she

laughed at her self for such a

thought. ,Jiw oeuld a man be shy
of the woman he loved?
She wondered if perhaps she had

been too cold and stand-offish; the
thought made her cheeks burn.

"I won't think about it any more.'
the made up her mind. "It will all
come right if I am patient."
But she was thinking of it all the

afternoon. She played badly, and
her partner get irritable,
Eva apologised in confusion, but

for almost the first time in her life
she did not care if she played or
not.
And then a kindly shower came

down and soaked the courts, and
made further play impossible.
Eva was thankful; she gave a

little sigh of relief as she ran to
the house with the others.

Philip took her raoquet: "I'm
afraid we shan't be able to play any
more today." she said.
She laughed. JI don't mind."
8e- looked at her curiously.

"Reallyl I thought you were never
tired of tennis."

THE WOMAN
OBSERVER

LOGIC 1s LOGIC.
Teacher is a fluffy, yellow-haired

little person whose coiffure spreads
impartially over her entire head.
Both dainty ears are securely pro-
tected by large and ingantously ar-
ranged "buns," which always recaU~
to the Suburban Lady' pictures in
her 'old geography of the ladies of
the Malay Peninsula, where most of
the toilet consists of elaborate hair
dressing.
On a recent morning the Subur-

ban Lady Invaded the sehool where
her pet nephew Is receiving his
early education at the haunds of the
flugfy little teacher. Now Jimmie,
the nephew, is a very kind little
boy of serious mien, who is ob
servant' and longs to be helpful.
Dilly, his neighbor, essayed at
teacher's behest to road, and his dic-
tion proved unpleasing. Sharply
Teacher rapped for attention.
Severely she proclaimed her in-
ability to hear Dilly's words.
Then very gravely Jimmie rose.

and to the consternation of Teacher
and the amusement of various adult
visitoru. said pleasantly, "Teacher
I think you could hear Billy if
you'd take your hair off your earsi"

The istrain from
your over-burden-
ed nerves is di-
rected to narves
not being used--
the tired muscles
are relieved sof
their burden by
causing n usaed
museles to asstt
them-this Is Mae
simple story of
my treatments.

k. Las~is. hlim.s
.eassem~ Vis..s '.iSe~
emmamm bba -

ing motion picture, "The.Wi
Fenn with Diana, his wife.

"Diana went to town yesterday.
Nave you telephoned the apart-
ment?"

"TlIopght rd tty home first. Did
she intend 'to come out to the eous-

EAn Absorbing
Romance

She colored a little. "I am to-
day." She paused, then added, with
a sudden desperate courage: "I
wduld much rather talk to you."
She could not look at him an she

spoke; she almost felt as if she had
said something forward.

'Philip did not answer for a ge-
ment. then he said, formally: "That
as very kind of you."
The words sounded stilted. and

Eva felt as if a rough hand had
touched her heart.
This was not the sort of lover she

bad pictured for herself; this re-
served almost silent man, who was
merely formally polite.
She sat very- still. staring before

her.
Philip rose. Ne had been sitting

on the arm of her chair.
"Will you have some more tea?"

he asked.
"No, thank you." She tried to

speak naturally, but her voice quiv-
ered.
He looked at her quickly and

away again; her face was grim.
Will you-oh, do have some more
tea." he said with helpless imp.-
tience.
"No. thank you, really." She rose.

"1 think I most be getting back; .

promised mother I would not be
late, and the rain looks as if it
means to last."

When' a G
AN ABSORBING SERIAL
By Ann Lisle

Whose Present serial Eas Wea a
Nataia-Wide Sdesess.

«T MUST see my brother Neal." I must see Neal."
Opening my eyes, I found

a white-capped nurse bending over
me anxiously.

"Mustn't talk, dear." she mur-
mured soothingly. "It hurts the
poor throat.

I qhut my eyes and subteitted.
"What day is this?"
"Thursday. Hush, dearn" admon-

ished the nurse.
. I must see Neal." I whispered

again.
"Yes, dear, tomorrow." replied

thie nurlse.
I lay quiet for a while. Present-

ly I began to realise how terribly
my spites ached. Then I found my-
self thinking, piecing things to-
gether.
Then a new picture jumped out

of my memory likb a jack-in-the-
box. Again I remembered the
slanting lips of the skulking man
I'd frightened from his post under
the windows here at Dreamwold.
Dick West. I was sure it was
Dick West. Miss Storrn must be
warned. I'd have to see Neal.

But the nurse came with medi-
eines. I took the dose she gave
me and submitted to a treatment.

"Nurse, I have to see my brother.
You must telephone for him. If I
have diphtheria and you're afraid
of his getting it. let him stand
over in the doorway with a mask
or something on.

I begsp to cry weakly and the
nurse came over to soothe me. but
I pushed ,her aside.

'Does any one come ,to this

room?' I asked.

"Of course," replied the nurse
uneasily.
"Who?" I demanded.
"Now, dear, be quiet."
"Who? Beesuse if I may sot

se my brother, you'd better go
down and ask the maid. Bertha.
if she wastet risk seeing me-
er if I'll have to toil yes ce you
earn make it elear to them Is ease
-I go."

*ie..:empaS -
he a
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d Goose." Frank Manners, arDiana is surprised at her hush
try this afternoon, or don't you
knew?
"She said she would try. But. of

oourse, you'll d4 her and bring her
out. Yoe can't very well say what

&Y RUBY 1|
It was an excuse to get away. and

he knew it as well as she did.
He took her cup and put it down

on the table.
"Very well-I will drive you

home."
she protested. "There is no need

-it's nothing of a walk. I would
rather walk."
His face grew obstinate. "I shall

not allow you to walk."
Dva saido od-by to Hrs. Winter-

dick and the few people who aere
nearest her. Withou4 knowing ex-
actly why, she felt as if this after-
noon she had touched on the fringe
of tragedy.

Philip brought the ear to the
front door. He had put up the
hood. He still were his flannels.
and his sleeves were rolled back.
showing his brown muscular fore-
arms.
Eva sat beside him. Her hands

were clenched under the light rug
which he insisted that she use.
When they had driven perhaps

half a mile Philip stopped the ear.
He was perfectly well aware of
what the girl at his sIde was think-
ing and feeling. He wanted to try
to say something to make her hap-
pier; he wanted desperately to drive
that set look from her face, but all
he could stammer out was: "What's
the matter? What have I done?"

in Marries
DF EARLY WEDDED LIFE.
ing strangely. 'Ien de walked
over to the door with an abrupt-
ness I hadn't notioed in her move-
ments up to now.
After a little while she returned

and with her was Neal. I won-
dered how she'd got hold of him
so quickly. but it was too much
trouble to ask.

"Hello, Babbete, eld girl!" said
Neal tenderly. "Did she think we
were neglecting her when all we
want is to give our girl a chance
to rest?"
"You wouldn't be here If I ha4.

dIphtheria?" I asked, adding ame-
ly, "Or maybe you wrould if you
thought I needed you. Don't corn?
too near, NealJ And you will ask
her to leave us alone?""His. Rathbun, will you let me
have a little cenfidential chet with
my sister?" asked Neal, with a
winning smile.

"Is Father Andrew here, too?" I
asked, with sudden inspira'ion.
"Oh, no, he isn't here. I justthoeught Id run out to mee how

things"- began Neal.
"You're fibbing," I announeen

gravely. "Would it be fair to
Father Andrew to let him expose
himself, too? Or must I tell you.
now you've come?'
"Father Andrew isn't here," re-

peated Neal.
"Of course he Is," I instated.

"Wouldtt't he be just as anxious as
you?"

"He'd be here if he knew yoi'
were sick." explained Neal gently.
"But he doesn't. He was gone when
I telephoned yesterday morni'ng."
"He went home," I moaned, with-

out seeing either Of us? Oh, Neal!
It must be serious. He's in trouble,
too. And he didn't tell us--"
"Now, don't get yourself all

worked up, Babbate darling. There's
nothing serious the matter with
Dad. He went homd because busi-
nsse called, as well It might after
the leng while he's been away.

"It's net natural he sbeldJ,
It's not natural at ali!" I
feverishly. 'I've never seeded bism
so mueb is all my lIfe. And he
knew It. He knew about .1Gm.
Father Andrews wouldn't have gene
eff and left me If he hadn't been tn
erious tresbte et his ewn.

tt

riving home unexpectedly,
.nd's return.
train, can roof Pet what brings
you back T"
"One thing and another. Are you

allwell?
'Very. Tam especially."

1..AYRES
.Ohe tried to laugh. "What do you

mean? You haven't done anything
-of gourse, you haven't."

"Then look at me."
"I would rather not."
There was a little silence, then he

half turned in his seat. He put an
arm about her shoulders and forced
her to look at him.
"There are tears in your eyes." te

said, angrily.
"What nonsense! I-" It was no

use; the tears were overflowing
now, and ie covered her face with
her hands,

Philip Winterdick looked away
from her d wn the length of the
rain-drenehf road.
8e knew, without any words from

her that the fret faint doubt was
slowly making its way up inte her
heart, and he knew, too. if things
were allowed to drift on like this
much lenger he would be powerless
to stop it.
"Look here." he said, desperately.

"You're disappointed In me, that's
what it is. I'm sorry-I'm afraid
I'm not much of a " * lover.
* * * It isn't that I don't
feel * * * don't mean * * *

things that perhaps another man
eseld say * * * It's only that-
sueh things-do't some easily t
e, e e On

(To be esatinued Temmsmw.)

MORE PRIZE
RECIPES

LATHn CAKE O PLaIN CAKE.
I lb sugar.

llb. lard.
llb. butter.

4 eggs.
1 pint milk.
I'4 lb. flour (0. Medal).
3 teaspoons baking powder (Rum-

ford).
Cream lard, butter 'and sugargood, add eggs, milk, last floor and

baking powder.
This will make 4%4 lbs., or two

layer cakes.
COCOANUT ICING..

Whitee of 1 egg xxix sugar and
coeoanut.-Mrs. Clarence 3. Fostet,
Mt. Rainier, Md.

*ro.. g.un

CORNWELL'S
- Pastrilpuffe *

. URRANT Jelly .

cratnggolden,custard! Bounte-
ously bestowedJ in
ea crusty, tlaky
ring ofParis Putf
pastry.

Maim 575

141511 Street
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"WlMt : moonset. Tom teo.
*Oak A* w'a *am*si
g ritehlt sw .see staed up
t beating of ble 1eet..
%s oslat biaus t wii ;Mu.
se sat, ". war s enste4 .

-I w 4 . .o , en-
nts father Is," ste 3aaness. "Re's
ibinag ilk a leaf on a tes. Aus
he' goges to weas alt to the aeon-
try' Jest -as so as Ca oje sa
Anu mother ad estab a train, sad.
of esarse, .he esieker you sad I
step tapiag; the quieker I ean and
mether, sad so say own darig
goodbye to yo, sad take ged case
of yourself.". es Heapped out of
the booth ad gave the number of
Diana's apartment.

" Diana's- maid, NMad, -aswered-
him. ad toM hMN that Mrs. Mas-
sers had pses eut for lsds she.
Mm essd not say where. we

also gathered that wha his wife
went out ,t lamb she slsal-
ways eams bash abos three.
He had seunted somehow on get-

ting t -toech with. Diass at one.,
'and he ease out of the. booth with
an unreasonable feeling of depres-
slen. The truth was that he was

very tired after his log -Journey
aroess the oentinentj tiWed bodily.
optically sad mentally.
Me telephosed' to- Serry's. Del-

mesee's and the CoMsrClub. but
Diana was at sone of these And
as it was now a quarter bitero two
be felt he ought to thInk of his own

luach. This is the cad, thought he
had alse ordered shin= lverm Aqui-

Is MarriagE
WHAT SOME OF

PROM A CEAUWVFUv'5 WWE.
FOR one, will say, No ! Not it a

ghri marries a chauffeur. I have
buen married mrea yeare, have

one child. Z go tobunsse lately and
have eaught say husband Ive times
joyriding with young girls. When
I say anything to him about it he
says, "Oh, these little 'bums'-ourely
you are not jealous of them; any
men with a car can have them for
the asking."

I have spoken to over a dowen
wives of chaufeurs, and they all are

very unhappy. I have so far met
only one who is happy, and she told
me the only way she found happi-
nees was to shut her eyes to every-
thing, even when her husband would
stay out all night.
But tell me what sett-respecting

woman can live with a man and
keep her eyes shut just because he
gives her part of his pay? Not L
I can work, and am now planning
to leave my husband, and some day,
perhaps, I will meet a man who Is
satisfied with one woman. I know.
however, he will not be a chauffeur.
A DIILLUJSIONED, HarmaT-
BROKUN WIFE.

wEE INBgrmen RIM.
I came from Maine to Washing-

ton, whee I met my wife, a beau-
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the smoki
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der the d
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Its pricele

-the savor
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Chi

ag Theate
takr _esaists .::
cetuit erstere e41'
lat
The keen satn er

had entewre
no did mot bot- lk.s
asyeaa, bet tor qseas
hkew half the asSa t th
snow, asd as he bar bees
so long maar of the san
table to welooe him ha as
he whe half' s beer ever
that shoeeta haes west,
Binutes.

It was half-pfst ' twopt down his tasseling lAe
tiny entranee hall of Disaa'
ment, and loobed at his
would have to wait at iea
hour before he saw h r. If
interminable, it seemed at the
an imprtant pejiod of tie,
spiat met of it Om his feet,
quarter hour (double the
the halt) as wIL

It wasn-t in say way
fault. He would have beq the
to admit that. And If id
exactly blame her at leet he
irritated with her; mot steeify,
by fits and starts,,t
the sight of someth$is
minded him of her lovwane,charn-thd minerr on her
table. for instance-.ab
tenderness came oeer him, he
drew long, slow breathe
There were some new bo*a6

the -drawing room table
paused, in his caged ale,
ueanone the titles: "Twinkle
"The Idiot." "The Seven That W A
Hanged." And when he had eSbei4±at the fly-leaves ef these ,ee
Manners knew that semeone wI w
Diana liked had gives them to.h s
because she had takes the
to write her name I them.
she never come?
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UR READERS SAY
tiful, reined girl, who reemg t
a hot-house fower. After our ai-
riage, what were neesities to her
were luxuries to me. But whe* !
thought of her former enit
I could readily understand that it
was not her fault but it was Miee
Because I loved an orchid and

expected the hardiness of a dog
wood was not her fault. So. In- ;
stead of becoming disgusted, I 'e-
came inspired, and now hold a
position that enables me to gIVe
my wife all she wants.

It, is my greatest pleasure, and
we are very happy. The only geeat -

disadvantage that I had was that
my wife could not help ape Ilk.
yours with her teaching piano. I
had to pull the load myselfNo.! No divorces are possible 5
where love blooms, else misery .

shall follow you :orever.
Another thing-are yew net a

little one-sided? Be fair sad o
will be happy. GEORG

Deiciouke Cram
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outhern Plantation
aring Was a Rite
elaborate preparations,

Ing &nd curing of bacon
ousehold was done un-
Uirection of the Mistress

anor. Each family bad 4(
ss formula for preserving.
y sweetness of the meats.

VINDELL'S
QUALITY|
BACONl

..Is cured by a proo-
ess perfected by ages of
experimenting. Southern

.sugar-curing
of choice
young pork-

- ers Insures
succulent -~

sweetness In
every place.
In pound

- and halfe
'

pound pack
ages thin.
-esliced.
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